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of the house she lived in, there was a piquancy
mingled with it that excited him.
In his mind he turned again off Chowringhee
into that street, narrow and winding past the
yellow-plastered houses^ and carne to the gate with
the leading door and saw the milky pillars and the
palms above the lawn.
"I'm going; there to-day/' said Stephen. "I'm
going tolook under that creeper, perhaps I shall
find something rare." And he smiled as he remem-
bered how Rosa had said that it was unlucky to
break the jasmine*
How absurd and ridiculous she is, he thought,
and wondered what William would say.
William's bearer was squeezing a sponge high
above his head trying to wake him. But William
slept on, his mouth slightly open; he still had his
evening shirt and socks on, and Stephen went
thoughtfully away.
After office he drove in a taxi across the Maidan
to Chowringhee. The roads were streaming with
cars, all coming from the direction of Clive Street
and the offices, and the mounted policemen, in
magnificent white with scarlet turbans, rode watch-
fully along the grass verges.
On the stretches of grass hundreds of children
were playing round their gabbling ayahs, and less
fortunate than the children, who were at any rate
allowed to run free, hundreds of dogs drooped at
the end of their chains, trailed to the nearest piece
of grass to sit captive^ while their sweepers sat in a
circle and gossiped.